136                                   PERSIAN PICTURES
In the courtyard of the palace preparations for
the night were already afoot. In one corner
glowed a charcoal brazier, over which the cook
was busily concocting a dinner, a table was spread
in the middle, and at the further end, protected
from the brilliant moonlight by the shadow of a
wall, stood a row of camp-beds, for though number-
less empty rooms were at our disposal, we had been
warned that they were infested by insects, and had
chosen the more prudent course of sleeping in the
open air. Fortunately, the night was hot and fine,
and the court was amply large enough to serve as
kitchen, dining-room, and bedroom.
We retired, therefore, to rest, but an Eastern
night is not meant for sleep. The animals of the
village shared this conviction to the fulL The
horses, our near neighbours, moved to and fro,
and tugged impatiently against their tethering
ropes ; a traveller riding down the stony streets
was saluted by a mad outcry of dogs, who felt it
incumbent upon them to keep up a fitful barking
long after the sound of his footsteps had died
away ; and stealthy cats crept round our beds, and
considered (not without envy) the softness of our
blankets. It was too light for sleep. The moon
flooded high heaven, and where the shadow of the
wall ended, the intense brightness beat even
through closed eyelids. The world was too lovely
for sleep. It summoned you forth to watch and
to wonder, to listen to the soft rush of mountain
streams and the whispering of poplar leaves, to